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jf                   6              LIFE ON  THE STAGE
|l                         ter from the world —the big, smiling French-Canadian
i                           father —became instead our terror and our dread. There-
*< I                         fore when my mother served in varying capacities in other
%                        people's homes, and I had to efface myself as nearly as
1 I                         possible, I dared not even go out to walk a little, so great
i \                        was my mother's fear.
I I                            It seems odd, but in spite of my far-reaching memory,
y /                        I cannot remember when I learned to read.   I can recall
I |                        but one tiny incident relating to the subject of learning. I stood upon a chair and while my hair was brushed and
I j                        braided  I spelled my words, and I had my ears boxed
| f                        — a custom considered criminal in these better days — be-
f                           cause, having successfully spelled " elephant," I came to
| I                        grief over "mouse," as,  according to my judgment,
I                           m-o-w-s filled all the requirements of the case.   I remem-
| *                        ber, too, that the punishment made me afraid to ask what
\ i                         " elephant" meant; but I received the impression that it
1                        was some sort of a public building.
;i .; ;                         However, when I was six years old I joyfully betook
I *j|                      myself to a primary school, from which I was sent home
«  "«*                       with a note, saying that " in that department they did
! I •                      not go beyond the ' primer/ and as this little girl reads
If                       quite well from a 'reader/ she must have been taught
j ;*                       well at home."   We were a proud yet disappointed pair,
1 ;. ; '                    my mother and I, that day.
I   :                           An odd little incident occurred about that time.    One
I A,;                     of our hurried flights had ended at a boarding house,
| {v                      and my extreme quietude — unnatural  in  a child  of
| tl                       health and intelligence — attracted  the attention of a
|                           certain boarder, who was an actress.    She was  very
j I                        popular with the public, and both she  and her hus-
I |                       band were well liked by the people about them.   She took
{ I                       a fancy to me, and informing herself that my mother was
( I                       poor and alone, she offered to adopt me.   She stated her
f J^                         position, her income, and her intention of educating me
I- |                       thoroughly.   She thought a convent school would be de-
1 { [                     sirable — from ten, say to seventeen.
! IJ i                       Perhaps my mother was tempted — she was a fanatic